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Ch | 


Author's Notes: 
Warnings for mild gender play and mention of master/slave content. 


They went home directly after the show. The redhead was tired, he didn't want to party, he wanted to sleep. A 
shocking first, that's true, but Junior didn't argue. He was secretly glad to have a chance for a quiet night in 
with Dave for once. He kept this to himself so as not to get into any kind of argument, though. He didn't want 
anything to disturb this. 


The brunette, glowing with the promise of a night in, headed for the kitchen to grab some beer for them both. 
Dave was already on the couch, all his clothes and gear still on, lightly sweating from the exertion of a hard 
night, panting. With a soft smile, David knelt on the floor beside him and asked sweetly, "Hungry?" 


Dave, still panting, swiveled his eyes to Junior's and responded, "Hungry, what?" 


For a moment Junior's face darkened, and he felt his stomach knot. Again with..that. Junior thought that Dave 
was joking when he first suggested he call him Master a few months ago. He didn't even understand the 


significance behind the title, and wasn't sure how to think about it. It was..bizarre, calling Dave something like 
that. Already Junior was obedient in most everything, mostly because Dave's orders weren't anything too 


outrageous, and it was just easier to surrender when things got too tense. 


It disturbed him to call Dave Master, though. It didn't seem right. It excited him in a strange way, but he was 
scared of the idea. Still, he knew better than to argue, especially tonight, when he would have his "master" 


alone for the first time the entire tour. 


"Are you hungry, Master?" he asked again, in a softer voice, but his displeasure was clear. Dave just grinned 


at the hot blush and the pursing of the lips and patted his head. 


"Why, yes | am, Junior," he answered, in a tone that was cheery, but somewhat condescending, and gave 
Junior's passing hip a slap. He leaned back on the couch and watched him walk into the kitchen, his body 
stooping just a bit from weariness, but it didn't lose that boyish air. There was a sigh of contentment hanging 
on his slightly parted lips, and he listened to the boy's noisy attempts to throw something together with 


amusement. 
But soon he got bored. He didn't feel like TV or much anything else. "You almost done in there?" he called. 
A small crash, a plate broken, mild cursing. "No, dude," he called back. "Sorry." 


Dave grunted, throwing his head back in frustration. From the corner of his eye he spotted something. “Shit, 
that's where it got tol" he said to himself, knocking the books and papers off the desk by the couch to get his 
prize. A Playboy. May issue, the one with Joan Jett. "Fuck. Yes." Eagerly he flipped through it till he got to the 
Joan article, where he stayed and stared. And fantasized. Before he knew it, he had his cock unsheathed and 
his hand, his tongue poking out through his chewing teeth. Suddenly, he stopped, surprised at himself. What was 
he doing masturbating? With a perfectly good boy in the next room? Without even putting either magazine or 


member away, he barked, "Junior! Get in here!" 
"Uh. just a minute," David called back, slightly stressed, and almost done with dinner. 
"Right now!" he yelled viciously, and David snapped everything off and ran in. 


"What's up?" Junior asked, panting slightly, the blood rising to his face in a soft, pink flush, which only got 


fiercer when he saw Dave as he was. 


As if it should be painfully obvious, Dave pointed to his crotch impatiently. "Come on, bitch! Do your job!" His 
anger faded into a self-satisfied smugness as his boyfriend instantly dropped to his knees and got to work. As 
soon as that wet tongue passed over the head, Dave melted, moaning loudly and pressing himself against the 


couch behind him. 


If Junior were irritated before, all he felt now was the excitement of getting Dave off. Ever since that very 


first taste he'd grown to love this. The thick, musky smell and taste rich in his nose, with the distinct flavor 


of the man's pre-come dribbling from the slit. Bright red, curly hairs poking at his cheek and chin as he drove 
his face as far as he could into Dave's lap. The veins, pulsing and raised, shivering beneath his sliding, probing 
tongue. He pushed his hands up Dave's thighs, his thumb hooking around the tight muscles, as he took it as 


deep as he could, which wasn't even all the way. 


"0 baby." Dave hissed, his hand a tight fist in Junior's hair. Moaning, his voice gruff and deep in his throat, 
Dave took back up his magazine, and flipped right back to the centerfold. Joan Jett, nude and splayed over a 
tiger's skin. A guitar between her legs, ever so deftly hiding her sex, although there was a little peek of 
perfectly trimmed, dark pubes, with skin as smooth and white as cream surrounding it. One nipple hidden 
beneath the guitar strap, the other bright pink and perky, right beneath her lowered chin Lips parted slightly, 
painted dark red. Purple eyeshadow.. 


Junior moved his head back just a bit to look up, and he frowned. Was Dave looking at porn while he was going 
down on him? A girly mag, at that? But he paused too long, for Dave smacked the top of his head with the 
magazine, as if he were swatting a naughty cat, and barked, "Hey, get back to work!" Once David got back into 
the rhythm, Dave got back to fantasizing about that girl. He even started talking to her picture, a few little 
moans at first, but he got more bold as he felt himself getting closer. 


"Like to tie your ass up," he grunted at the picture, and David knew who he was talking to. He felt his eyes 
mist with angry tears, but he knew he couldn't do anything but please Dave as best he could. He thought for a 
moment that perhaps he could earn Dave's attention, get his mind off the chicks and back onto him. While 
Dave muttered obscene remarks, he worked his tongue along the slit, very nearly dipping it inside. For a while 


he teased him, attacking his cock one second, and holding off the next. 


"O God," Dave hissed, eyes closing. "O fuck.J.." He drew the sound out, and caught Junior peeking up at him. 


furious expression. 


David pulled away and snatched the magazine from Dave's hand and threw it behind his shoulder. "What the 
fuck, dude?" he shouted at Dave's shocked face. He was red in the face, breath short in his throat, shocked at 
his own bravery, or stupidity, to defy Dave like that. 


A moment of uncomfortable silence passed, and Dave yanked David closer by the hair savagely. "What's wrong, 
baby?" he smirked, his teeth glinting, eyes ablaze. He had that dangerous tone in his voice that suggested 
anything could happen. "Are you jealous?" 

David grunted and swallowed, feeling deflated, but still indignant. "Y..ya," he squeaked, with a fading frown. 

eyes was very clear. 

Dave laughed, and David winced, not sure how to take this. This could mean he'd be let off the hook or he was 


in trouble. At least he had the chance to listen to that soft and warm sound he loved so much, no matter 
what it foretold. "I'm not paying enough attention to you, is that it?" he asked, his eyes shining with mirth. 


Junior felt himself calm down; Dave seemed to be amused by this. "Ya think | like that bitch more than you, 
huh? Well?" 


"l| dunno.." he whimpered. Dave's hold on his hair was starting to hurt, and it was hard to balance like that. He 
was held up so that his knees just barely touched the floor, and his legs were getting sore, but if he tried to 
relax, he'd feel the strain on his scalp. 


"Junior!" Dave said, in mock-shock. "You really think I'd want a girl over you? Why would | want a chick, when | 
have you?" He laughed again and slid off the couch, pushing David to the floor. The brunette let out a gasp as 
the redhead knelt over him, hands at either side of his head, the bright red tresses tickling his face and neck. 


"You're practically a girl yourself, aren't you?" 


"Uhhh..." Junior stumbled, shivering slightly. He felt Dave's bare hardon rubbing against his through his jeans 
and lurched back. Now, David was not a cross dresser. He wasn't particularly feminine, nor did he wish to be. 
He didn't feel that it made him any less macho or manly to be another man's boyfriend, even a man as 
masculine and overbearing as Dave. But whenever Dave suggested that he was like a girl, he felt exhilarated, 
unsure how to take it. He got off on it anyway. "What.what do you mean?" he asked, his voice soft and higher 
pitched than normal. He'd already heard this many times before, but he acted like he was clueless every time. 


He just wanted to hear Dave say it. 


Happy to indulge him, Dave answered with a smirk, "Well, first of all, you're pretty." He stroked the light brown 
bangs from his face, letting his fingertips gently graze the skin. "Such a pretty, pretty girl you'd make. Without 


even any makeup." 
David bit his lip, his eyes half closed. "What else, Master?" 


Dave's lips stretched in a pleased smile that he tried to hide. "You're light and delicate, like a girl. You're a 
sweet little thing that needs a big, strong man like me to protect you. You need me to take care of you." He 
lowered to nibble Junior's neck Light kisses, gentle bites, hard bites. Junior hissed with pain and wrapped his 
arms around Dave's shoulders. "Isn't that right?" 


"Y..yes, Master," he whispered, bringing his legs up at Dave's sides. "And.and what else?" 


Dave chuckled and forced David's pants off, while the brunette watched his face, whimpering with excitement. 
He yelled out when Dave grabbed his cock, as if it hurt. 


"You're a good little housewife to me," he cooed, sliding his fingers down Junior's shaft to press a finger into 
his hole. He smiled as he pressed Junior's prostate and heard the sharp cry. Both of them appreciated how 
this fed the fantasy. "You cook and clean for me, you do my laundry and set out my clothes for the next day," 
he breathed into Junior's ear. David moaned desperately as Dave prodded harder and deeper. While Dave talked, 
he was pressing his face into the other's shoulder, fingers clutching at his shirt. Wordless pleas escaped his 
lips. "And you know what else?" He waited for Junior to moan and quiver his pink, flushed lips in answer. "When 


| marry you, you'll be Mrs. David Mustaine." 


David moaned, his face turning red, "Fuck me, please! Please, Master, please." 


"That's my good girl," Dave snarled as he shucked his own pants and complied with his lover's request. He 
cooed similar things to Junior as he fucked him, mercilessly pounding his spot, while Junior's screams and sobs 
and claws went by un-pitied He asked him things like, "Who's my good girl?" or "Who's a pretty girlie?" and 
Junior ate it up, shamelessly answering every question. But why should he feel any shame with Dave? No one 
else would ever see this side to him, and Dave loved him for it. There was nothing to be ashamed or 
embarrassed about. He could indulge in this incredibly sensitive and private fantasy with him one night, and 
then be strictly professional the next. 


The whole time, neither touched Junior's cock, and when he begged to be allowed to come, Dave answered, "l 
want you to come like the girl you are, baby." They'd tried this before, getting David to orgasm by only 
stimulating his prostate. The last time, Dave had been there for over an hour, working his fingers until he 
could hardly feel his arm. David was sweating and near to passing out from exhaustion, but still no closer to 


climax. 

"L| can't." Junior whined, miserable at this fact. "lm sorry." 

"We're gonna try, baby," Dave breathed, and he slowed down, trying to rub into the spot, focusing on it. He 
would come very soon himself, but he tried to hold off. He had Junior tell him how close he was and how he 
was feeling with almost every pump. He had to put the image of Junior coming just from the prostate out of 
his mind, or he'd blow it right there. It was a painfully beautiful image. 

"Dave, please," Junior yelled out. The feeling was intense, borderline agonizing. "Please, | don't wanna." 

"Come on, sweetheart," he snarled, aching with the need to come. "I know a lot of chicks have a hard time," he 
breathed, digging in harder, deeper. "I'll be the first man to make you come, baby." He smiled at the jagged, 
wheezing cries he got for that, both of them sweating and breathless. 

But he could only keep this up for a few more minutes before he climaxed, and he didn't even have the 
strength to pull out. As he felt the orgasm rip through his body and leave him a lifeless shell crumpling at 
Junior's side, his cock sliding out lazily, he heard the brunette break out into soft sobs. Stroking David's face, 
Dave asked, "What's wrong?" 


David threw a trembling arm over Dave's chest and cried, "I'm sorry! | tried, | really fucking tried." 


Dave silenced him with a kiss. "It's ok, baby," he breathed. "I didn't give you enough foreplay." He laughed, while 
he slid his hand over Jr's cock, fingers stroking softly. "I know how you chicks love that shit, right?" 


"R..right.." he moaned. 


"You can come for me this way instead," he said with a grin, rubbing harder. "With your clit” 


Junior blushed fiercely and gripped Dave's shoulder. "Thank you." As he got closer, he whispered desperate 
thanks and sounds and pleas until he felt his body break in two from the climax. They both just lay there for 
a while, panting, exhausted beyond reason, until, at Dave's order, David staggered to the kitchen for some rags 


to clean them both. 
Struggling to his feet, Dave grabbed David's hands and led him to bed. There might have been food rotting on 
the stove, but neither cared. All they wanted was to collapse in the hotel room's bed, losing consciousness in 
each other's arms. 


‘| like you better as a guy," Dave whispered into Junior's ear as he fell asleep. 


Junior smiled. 


